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criminal selfishness and demanded the establishment of a con-                      <

sulate, the consul to hold office for ten years. Exciting reports
arrived in rapid succession. Members of the national assem-                      j

bly had met in considerable numbers and tried to organize re-
sistance to the coup d'etat, but were soon dispersed by military
force. At last the news came that the people, too, were begin-
ning to "descend into the streets" and to build barricades.
Now the decisive battle was to be fought.

It is impossible to describe the state of mind produced
among the exiles by these reports. We Germans ran to the                     **

meeting-places of the French clubs, because we expected to
receive there the clearest and most reliable tidings, perhaps from
sources which might not be open to the general public. In these
clubs we found a feverish excitement bordering upon mad-                      :

ness. Our French friends shouted and shrieked and gestic-                      ;'

ulated and hurled opprobrious names at Louis Napoleon and
cursed his helpers, and danced the Carmagnole and sang " Ca
Ira." All were sure of a victory of the people. The most glorious
bulletins of the progress of the street fight went from mouth
to mouth. Some of them were proclaimed by wild-looking
revolutionary exiles, who had jumped upon tables, and frantic
screams of applause welcomed them. So it went on a night, a
day and again a night. Sleep was out of the question. There
was hardly time for the necessary meals. The reports of victory
were followed by others that sounded less favorable. They could
not and would not be believed. They were " the dispatches of the
usurper and his slaves "; " they lied ";" they could not do other-
wise than lie"; but the messages continued more and more
gloomy. The barricades which the people had erected in the
night of the 2d and 3d of December had been taken by the army
without much trouble. On the 4th a serious battle occurred on
the streets of the Faubourgs St. Martin and St. Denis, but

[399]nage. His past had indeed been
